hour of awakening, before his bath, a man indeed appears
as he really is, said Michaud to himself; nor does the
creature improve much as the day progresses. At the
slightest excuse he plunges into self-admitted plaints and
passionate nostalgias; and what of those silent forays,
those petty treacheries, planned and effected without a
flicker of remorse ? Well, what matter ? Our trivial
iniquities, surreptitious or otherwise, are but our modest
part in the concert of the major iniquity of men, nations,
and peoples. This world of ours is finished, its hour is near,
it is writhing in its death-throes. Beneath a leaden sky,
murky with terror and cowering resignation, it lies prostrate,
gasping in the rage of self-destruction, and hurls at the hinder
end of death the rhythmic lamentations of its ' De Pro-
fundis 9; there is comfort in the thought that humanity has
damned itself without prospect of reprieve. * Let it perish !'
cried Michaud savagely : ' and if I catch anybody sharpening
pencils with my razor, I'll box his ears.'

Seated at the kitchen table with his two boys, the father
surveyed them with suspicious eyes, as though the blunted
razor must somehow be recorded on the culprit's forehead.
Antoine, a handsome youth of sixteen, had an unrevealing
face, a smooth mask that looked as though it might cover
strange perplexities; but his dark, long-lashed eyes mirrored
an affectionate and earnest soul which made it impossible to
suspect him of such criminal levity. Frederic, who akeady
shaved every other day, was now too familiar with razors not
to be revolted by the idea of such an outrage. Besides, he
was as serious as his brother, and indeed took himself very
seriously, which annoyed his family at times. He was good
at mathematics and rather exaggerated a natural solemnity of
manner which, if Pierrette were to be believed, imposed on
those more knowledgeable than himself. His father was
often tempted to speak roughly to him, but being himself
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